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who had been with Drake to Lisbon in the same ca-
pacity. Mr. Darrell is informed that he must dispatch
victualing ships at once. "You shall either have shipping
sent for the rest or some reason yielded for the con-
trary." So, as Sir Martin with his smashed huckle-
bone and his hungry men were sailing towards Ply.
mouth, the transports were sailing for Brest.
The surgeon had extracted the ball, as Frobisher had
stated In his letter. But the clumsy fool had not cleaned
the wound. So close had the Spanish soldier been to
the Admiral that the cartridge wadding was carried
into the hip bone with the bullet. The wound mortified
on the way home and Frobisher, who hid employed
his scrivener during August in drawing up a long and
complicated will, had a premonition that he was done.
He was carried ashore in Plymouth, a dying man. One
more honour came to him before the end. He received
a letter from the Queen, written in her own hand but
drafted by the careful Cecil. There is a certain irony
in the dying Admiral hearing read out to hfm his sov-
ereign's fear lest there be "any sudden mischief by fire
or otherwise in our fleet under your charge." Not a
word either about the failure of the victuals or about
his own wound. Nevertheless, it was an autograph let-
ter of the great Elizabeth. She was nearly sixty years
old. She had been on the throne a long time. Perhaps
the letter seems colder now than it did then:
Elizabeth R
Trusty and well-beloved, we greet you well: We
have seen your letter to our Treasurer and our
Admiral, and thereby perceive your love of our
service, also by others your own good carriage,
whereby you have won yourself reputation; where-
of, for that we imagine it will be comfort unto